ing had been smashed in, and the main office looked as
though a minor war had been fought in it. As I clambered
over the wreckage the first thing I saw was the torn and
battered picture of the Fuhrer lying where it had fallen.
Hindenburg had come off more lightly; he was still on the
wall, but with the glass of his frame smashed. In an open
drawer of the desk I saw the old tricolor flag of Germanyt
neatly folded up and put away; and stuck inside the lid
of a broken cigar-box was a collection of old Imperial
German seals. The filing cabinet had been hurtled to the
ground by the force of the explosion, and the files them-
selves were scattered all over the floor. I wonder what
secrets they may have held.
And so, on through those tragic, deserted streets. There
is not a soul in Viipuri now, except for a few soldiers. I
think the most pathetic things were the shops, particularly
the little shops, each of which must have represented the
entire wealth of some poor family. They had mostly been
left hopefully locked and boarded up when the evacuation
took place; but bombs and shells had made short work
of such simple precautions. I went into many of these little
shops. There was nothing in the world to stop one; and
there I saw the stocks of goods that these poor people had
been forced to leave behind them* There were hat shops
and stationers* and grocers*—but why go into long lists 2
Try to picture for yourselves any town of about the same
size; try to imagine all the shops you know deserted,
smashed in, with everything scattered higgledy-piggledy
all over the place. It is a truly pitiable sight.
I tried to find a very good grocer's shop where I had
bought provisions for my last journey back from Viipuri.
It just wasn't there. Where it had stood was a mass of
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